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' That/ said Miss Plimsoll, < is the Music Hall in the
Champs Elysces/ I felt warm in the wrap which Miss
Plimsoll had provided for me, and there was a smell
of lilac and laburnum in the air mingling with the
fainter smell of chestnut trees.

The voices of the guests reached us in puffs of
scented sound. Miss Plimsoll that evening was feeling
lonely and expansive. She spoke about Mr. Nowell
and of how kind, how really kind, he had been.

' He is very worried/ she murmured meditatively.

I was listening to that shrill voice beyond the trees :
a shrill voice in the dark.

'Yes,' continued Miss Plimsoll, 'he is unhappy
about this engagement'

The word meant nothing to me, but I realised that
Miss Plimsoll was expecting questions.

* Why, Miss Plimsoll ? ' I asked her.

' You would not understand, dear/ she answered,
' and you mustn't say I told you. But your cousin,
Lord Terence, has become engaged to an American?

She stressed the last word with infinitely resigned
sadness. She gazed straight in front of her to where
the rounded trees were outlined against the lights
thrown upwards by the Caf6 des Ambassadeurs.

* To an American* she repeated tragically.   It was
as if she had said, * The doctors have abandoned all
hope/

Cousin Terence, it was clear, had done something
dreadful, And when, a few moments later, I was
again tucked into my bed, I drifted to sleep glowing
with that Inner righteousness which children feel
when their eldets have committed some enormity
of which they themselves are wholly innocent.